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was heavy with the noisome blend of stale perspiration
and cheap scent, and Marie was surprised to find that
several of the occupants were cockney to the nth degree.
** If that dirty dog 'Obbs doesn't see me to-dye I'm
never comin3 'ere agine. I'm bloomin' sick of 'im and
*is ordishuns," said a buxom wench, whose golden hair
showed black at the roots.
** 'Old yer nise, Liz," was the reply of an older woman.
** You know yer turn went down well at Battersea at
the trial show, and Noocastle, 'Obbs's friend, leastwise
*e said 'e was 'Obbs's friend, advised you to try for the
Star 'Alls."
" I don't b'lieve 'Obbs will 'ear any girl who 'asn't a
man in the Star Syndicate" remarked a gawky, red-haired
lass, in a stage whisper.
There was much sniggering at this sally and in her
comer Marie listened intently. She felt she had entered
a new and repugnant world of which, hitherto, she had
no conception. ** Beggars like me can't be choosers,"
she said to herself philosophically, " but, thank God
that mother isn't here, or all Mr. Longford's persuasive-
ness'd have been useless. She'd have been so shocked
that she wouldn't have let me wait for my interview."
Marie's train of thought was interrupted by a call-boy,
who thrust his head round the door, as though it were
too much trouble for him to enter the room, proclaiming
in the penetrating intonation peculiar to call-boys,
"MssDrytoa!"
<* What did I sye ? " remarked the last speaker signifi-
cantly as Marie answered the summons, and there was
another titter amongst the disgruntled candidates who
had not been privileged to enter the sanctuary of the
important Mr. Hobbs.
Hobbs was a burly, clean-shaven man of forty-five,
with a large, sensual mouth surmounting a square chin.
He was baggy and crow's-footed about his steel-grey
eyes, set too close together. The day was warm for